WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
less than 10,000 British troops in Marlborough's army; and not more
than 25,000 out of the 90,000 with which Wellington fought his
Waterloo campaign. We cannot dissociate ourselves from Europe,
but it has always seemed to me a mistake to get too deeply involved
in those far-off areas of it, where our sea and to-day our air power
would be at a great disadvantage.
The anti-Munich men seemed to me not to consider at all what the
fate of the Czechs would have been if we had encouraged them to
fight Germany in 1938. So far as the unfortunate Czechs were con-
cerned, the war would have been over in a fortnight at most, their
armies overwhelmed by the German hordes, their tiny Air Force
blasted out of existence, their cities devastated, and their women and
children massacred in them. All I pray for in the future is that we
shall cut our coat according to the measure of our cloth, and not
attempt to live, as the French did from 1918 to 1940, on the glories of
the past.
Fortunately for the world, war cannot go on for ever. Its essence
is suicidal. It feeds on death, ruin, and destruction, and is in the end
exhausted by what it feeds on. During the German spring offensive
of 1918 no one could have hoped that the war would be over by the
autumn. But the onslaught was stayed after Chateau Thierry had
been lost and Amiens only saved by the skin of its teeth. The critical
point was reached when the Germans launched their attack on Rheims
on the night of the French national day of July i4tL It was a beauti-
ful evening, and from the sixth-floor window of my flat looking to the
south-east I watched the flashes of the guns and listened to the distant
rumble of them all that night. The next day we learnt that the attack
had been a complete failure; General Goureaud had learnt by fortunate
chance of the German zero hour, had made his preparations accord-
ingly, and the German losses had been immense. It was the turning
of the tide. Mangin's loth Army began the counter-offensive shortly
afterwards, the Hindenburg line was stormed, the German armies
were beaten and, though stubbornly fighting, were in full retreat
towards Germany.
Actually I was on short leave in Sussex when the armistice was
signed on November nth. I was trying to shoot a few rabbits at
Sedgwick when the church bells began to peal at n o'clock, that
blessed morning. I went home at once, packed my bag, and travelled

